SPRING SOLITUDE

And make it more his own. In the sunset West
He drank gold glory in.
And with the boisterous gale
On mountain crest
Shouted to see the cloud-ships onward sail.

He brooded with the silence of the sea.
Rushed on with Jordan's rage
And soared with birds on high.
Swayed with each tree
And wept with winter when the flowers must die.

And on a naked mountain-top at length
Stretched arms out wide and fell
Face earthward in amaze;
With new-found strength
Chanted to God triumphant hymns of praise.

After he looked for beauty down with men.
He'd heard of old of sin,
While blindness kept him clean;
Now fresh again.
First heard, then saw and cursed what eyes had seen.

Yet so was filled with beauty of his vision,
He fired the earth-bound too;
Till who had once decried
Forgot derision,
Seeing Christ reflected even when crucified.
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